FOUR         TALES        BY       2   E   L   I   D   E

ter Is unhappy I shall be unhappy; but I shall not
accuse myself. Noi shall 1 accuse my daughter,
I shall accuse society, fate, 01, lather, I shall accuse
no one; 1 shall not complain, I shall submit in
silence, with patience and courage. Do not make
excuses fot yout letter, let us foiget it I know
veiy well that you did not intend to pain me: you
thought that you were discussing a book or
questioning an authoi, To-monow I will con-
tinue with a moie tranquil mind.

Youi husband does not think that I ought to
complain of the tftiangeis at Lausanne, because the
number of people to whom they do good is larger
than those to whom they do harm. That is
possible, and I do no1 complain. Apart from this
generous and sensible reason habit has made this
gathering of Strangers agreeable to us. It is gayer
and more animated. It also appears to be a
homage paid by the whole world to our charming
country; the landscape itself can have no vanity,
but WB receive this homage with pride. Besides,
who knows but that every girl does not secretly
imagine a husband, every mother a son-in-law
in each chaise that arrives? Cecilia has a new
admirer who has not come from Paris or London.
He is the son of our Governor^ a fine young
Bernese, pink and white, and the bcs"t fellow in the
world. After having met us two or three times,
I forget where, he began to visit us with some
assiduity, and did not conceal from me that he
kept his visits secret, so evident did it seem to him

94